EXTREMES MEET

were longing for Queenie to be unmasked. The most
indolent brunettes became alert. As for Adele's face,
it was sharp as an expectant mongrel's. Her lover's
reputation was at stake. It was only his glory she craved.
No bitterness would remain against the girl in the next
room to hers, should she be proved a German. On the
contrary it would be a pleasure to befriend her after she
had contributed her handful to the mountain of Milton's'
fame.

Waterlow still affected to hesitate, and it was only
after shrill exhortations depister et debrouiller Queenie,
that at last with an appearance of great unwillingness
he agreed to question her. And even then he turned in
the doorway of the dining-room to ask where her room
was and how was he to announce himself.

" Je vais vous conduire moi-meme" cried Adele, spring-
ing up from the table and darting forward to show him the
way.

With a gesture of resignation he followed her upstairs
over the red Turkey carpets, through arches hung with
heavy curtains of brown plush, into the heart of the house,
which was much cooler than these oppressive stuffs, for
it was an old house with thick walls that guarded itself
against the sun like the church it parodied.

Adele rapped with her knuckles on the massive door
of Queenie's room. Her little ears which had been
resembling bleached shells in whose hollows the powder
lay like sand seemed to quiver with eager life when she
put her head close to the dark-varnished panel.

" On peut entrer? " she cried greedily.

" Come in," a pale voice inside answered.

" Comme elle est fourle!   Comme elle est trompeuse! "
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